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of his life, had left him prostrate. It did not seem to occur to
Madame Etinger that she was deserving of praise for not
having made a gesture of denial like the others/
Florence could no longer contain herself:
'But what had your father done?*
Augustin did not answer: I am not even sure that he heard
the question. Assailed by too many pictures from the past, all
emerging into memory at one and the same time, he stopped
like a traveller who has reached a place where many ways
converge, and hesitates which to take. For a moment he
wandered from the Etinger road, and retraced his steps.
'Not all my evenings/ he said, 'were suited to meditation.
Twice a week, on the stroke of eight, the sound of footsteps
at the bottom of the stairs, of laughter outside the front-door,
warned me of the enemy's approach. The bell rang, and I took
refuge in the kitchen, where Annette was busy preparing
glasses of grog, and setting out bottles of beer on a tray. The
invaders surged into my father's room, and only when they
had been swallowed up did I venture into the hall. The gas
there was turned low, and set the shadows cast by shabby soft
felt hats, by inverness-capes, mackintoshes, raglans and cloaks,
flickering on the walls. Dripping umbrellas brought the severity
of the night into the flat. The clamour of voices frightened me.
Sometimes there would be a silence in which only my father's
would be audible. Then there would come an interruption,
and the confused rumble of words would begin again. Gradu-
ally the smell of tobacco began to filter through the cracks of
the door. Into one room after another it drifted, and I knew that
in the morning it would be hanging in the folds of my chintz
curtains. Then I would open the door for Annette and her
loaded tray. I could see bearded figures moving to and fro in
a thick fog of smoke, while Le Penseur, bowed under the